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“THE DEVILS PAWNBROKER

BY JOBN NITCHIO,
AUTHOB OF "“THE PAWNED CHARACTER,” “DoUBLE
Sixxs,” ETo.

He shivered as he looked inte the window,
wded with a motley collection of old trink-
ts, revolvers, fildles, miniatures and musty
ks, opon which one puny gas jet cast a faint
ight. His breath congealed into & misty film on

# pane, and the picturesque heap of rabbish

thin gradually faded from sight. The wind

rove the sleet and snow down the half-deserted
treet In wild gusts; in ernel delight it snatched
be poor fellow's misshapen bhat, and when he
lapped his bands to his head took ocecasion to
low up under his buttonless coat with a frigid
that made his toeth chatter and rat-
like a telegraph icstrument in a de-
rted coutry station. He  stepped
oto the entry-way to get some
grotection from the increasing storm. As he
leaned against the door, drawing himself as far
back as possible, the weak cateh gave way with
& click, the door flew open and he staggered
fback iote the shop. The door struck the warn-
Sug bell above it with a erash and set it ringing
Mod jangling at a terrific rate. There was a sort
{of wail in its tone, it seemed to him; the clang-
ﬁng, tolling sound filled the place and echoed
od re-echoed among the dusty piles of cast-off
wtufl of every description. The strange, doleful
‘clang of the vibrating bell seemed to be repeat-
'ing the words written over the gate of Dante's
'Hell: “All hope abandon ye who enter in—" *“All
thope abandon, ye who eoter in—" over and
lover with monotonous wailing iteration, fainter
snd faiuter, like the ery of a falling spirit. The
storm outside socunded cheerful beside this de-
moniaec clangar, and be started toward the door
\again, when some curtains at the back of the
ahop parted and a voice said, with a peculiar ae-
t:

“(Good evening, sir.”

He turned and saw 1n the dim light a little
bent form advancing. There was something
fascinating in the soft tones of the voice and
the gleam of the eyes, the only feature of the

¥ace ciearly discernible. The little man closed the
«door. He could now see that the pawn-broker
®iad a heary black beard, fine olive skin, shapeiy
aquiline nose, with thin nostrils, showing quick

susceptibilities; on bis head was a dark purple

t:kull-up. from whieh his bair came out behiad
o thick, glossy waves; he was short, and scemed

eformed, though he was not hump-backed.

The little man motioned to his visiter to fol-
j3ow him, aod led the way toward the back room.
/Tbe pawn-b.oker pulled back the curtain, while
.8 smile crept over his face, a strangs smile, in

which there was no suggestion of merriment or
.good feelioe. It was oniy the coid, muscular,
soulless iage of the real thing. Darby thought

when he saw it of the words the
:lu:ing bell seemed to repeat — “All
ope abandon ye who euter in.” The warmth

and coziness of tha little room at ones Lanished
all such thoughts from bis mind. It wasa lux-
uricns stody, furnished with & richness and
Saste that startled one, coming in from the din-
gy, dirty confusion of the shop. An open fire
Burned io the fire place, the tiles of which rep-
pescoted what might have been sections of
Michasl Ange'o's Last Judgment, or tints from
it; while the brass andirons supported the leads
jof grinping wonsters, whose faces twilched in
the play of shadows. One side of the room
. WaS A great threo paveled sereen, of which the
fireplace formed the central section, with the
two wings turned outward, cutting off the sharp
eorners on thatside. Along the opposite wall
‘evere several book shoives cootainiug volnmes

in dark lesther, with here and there a
vellam cover or ancienst sheopskin: in
front of the shelves were amber-colored
eurtains partally drawa  baex. Above

‘one of the book cases stood a copy of the Laoccoon
,in marble. Darby thougbt be bad never before
seen such a marvelous miniatare of this antique
masterpioce; while over the mantel was an ex-
quisitely hapdled engraving of Leovardoda Vie-
ci's Mecdusa, that made the wisitor start and
shudder as he saw the writhing snakes above
the horrible trunkiess head. The carpet was
thick anl soft, of dark rieh harmoniziug colors;
slong oo of the slopiog walls next the fireplace

was an lovitisg divas covered with & Persian
rug, and corresponding te it on other side
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could pot determine. In the center of the room
was a small writing table; a chair stood near it,
pushed back as if the occupant had risenm in
haste, and upon the table were some papers and
a small polished skull mountad on an onyx slab,
in the top of which was setan ink well, rimmed
with gold. A soft light from the tintad globes of
the chagdelier fell over everything, and en-
banced the oriental warmth and beauty of the
odd little room.

Darby looked down on his wretched, tattered
clothes, soiled with dust and mud, and wet with
enow and rain, and hesitated to sit down on the
rich divan, as directed by a gesture of his host,
But he threw aside his scruples, and sat down
on the end near the fire; the warmth thawed
out bis mind as well as his body. As thefealing
of intense physical discomfort disappeared his
thoughts became clearer, and the sense of sub-
jeective personality sbarper; a crushed and al-
most lifeleas sense of shame stirred within him,
Such comfort and luxury bhad once been his,
now gone through his own weakness and wick-
edness. He sank back on the cushions of the
divan, and with a start awoke from his momen-
tary fit of abstraction to find the pawn-broker
looking at him sharply with a sinister smile on
his face; he seemed to have been following the
unspoken train of thought that ran through
Darby's mind, and to be smiling at the fiual
little flicker of regret as an exhibition of weak-
neas.

Darby was astonished to note the apparent
change in the pawnbroker’s appearance. The
face and dress were the same, but the figure
was taller and straichter. He now noted the
bigh forehead and the intellectual cast of the
clear-cut features, cxpressive, yet cold and
almost immobile. The man stood gazing in-
tently at him, with one hand resting on the
table. There was something inserutable about
this mysterious pawnbroker, who lived in schol-
arly elegance.

The pawnbroker picked up from the table a
well-thombed old volume with metal clasps and
opened it

I read in the Moallakat,” he said in the pur-
est English, though with a eertain indefinite in-
tonation that suggested o foreign and perhaps
oriental nativity, ‘‘these lines.” He read in the
original from the book be held in his hand, “In-
terpreted they mean: ‘Look not upon the beauty
of the cup, which may deceive the senses, but
cast thine eyes within and learn whether it con-
tains water or wine.” I have looked within and
I find wine. though it be but dregs. Yet, you
know, the last drops econtain more of the inher-
ent essence than the first drauch?. Therefore [
take you in. The cup 1s battered, but there is
metal io it yet.”

A silence foll upon the room, and Darby now
for the first time pereeived the faint ticking of
s clock in the apartment, but he could not de-
termine its location. ¥e slunk from the pene-
trating gaze of the pawnbroker. Then asudden
flood of sell-assertion sweptacross his conscious-
ness-—a faint burst of flame from the smolder-
ing and dying fires of manhood. Ie sprang to
bis feet with a passionate, energetic motion; his
gaze met unflinchingly the magnetic gleam of
the old man's eyes.

“Speak no riadles to me,” he eried, flercely.
“Iam as [ am. | would not be ctherwisa. What
do 1 care for the world, when [ am to die to-
night, to leave its painted pleasures, its deceit-
ful shows, its disappointments. I know it is as
we make it, and I have made itso. With one

low or one leap I zan destroy the hated picture
—mnke the worid vanish nto nothingness and
leave no traces behind  The blow that kills me
erases history and blots out time. It isalla
phantom, conceived of a brain whose inevitable
capability to draw the lines ro or sois prescribed
by we know not whom—kill the brain and the
pzlnwm is gone. Why talk of others—you are
me and all the world is me—this tortured head
contains the universe, which is to ba snuffed
out to-night. Ishall kill it ail'”

His voice rose to a shriek as we went on, and
his eyes took ou a wilder look, but the man still
looked at him cold and immovable.

“Sit down, my dear sir,” said the pawnbroker
at last, in his soothing, muesieal wvoice. *“‘That
portion of you, which is 1, mav be able to re-
store the blurred and meaningless picture to its
former besnty—life and the world may ye: look
bright to you, | am the friend of many tem-
pest-tossed souls, as well as many starviog bod-
les. For the battered wreckage of a household
I give the means of warmth and nourishment;
for the remunants of a foundering soul—"

The sharp clangor of & I'ell in the shop eut
short the words just as th old man's voice had
fallen to an ominous whisper. He stepped to
the curiained door, and Darby sank back on the
divan. The pawobroker stepped into the dingy
sbop and for a moment Darby was left aloue in
the strange little room, The unseen clock
ticked londer and louder; a faint murmur of
voices, one that of & woman, but hoarse and
lou@ eame from the shop; and he could just
ea the far-off whirl and rush of the storm
outside. A moment more and the curtain was
rough!y pulled aside, and a Ledraggled woman
pushed into the room. Her profile was visible
an inpatant, saod thea Darby turned away with &
smotlyered exclamution; be bent forward and
d his face with his hands. -

elothes, Moloch, though this wonld be a bad
night to be turned away without a rag—but
don't take his—" '

“Draw up to the fire, madame, and warm
yourself—I charge von nothing.”

“This is cozy, Moloeb,” she said in a voies of
less bravado; ‘‘it reminds me of—" she stopped
and looked at Darby more eclosely, “of another
room. These two cursed rooms have been the
death of me—they took from me first, honor,
and then hope. You needn’t squirm, Moloch, I
ehan’t moralize any more. Your friend here
seoms uncomfortable, too.”

Darby sprang to his feet and stared at her.

"My God! Walter Darby!” she exclaimed.
““You here!” For a moment she was struck
dumb. *You are in his clutches, are you! It
is a jnst reward. Toyoun I owe all that I am, a
creature of the street—a bedraggled outecast, a
soulless, homeless, shameless thing.”

**She snatched up the tattered shawl that bad
fallen from ber shoulders, and rushed througch
the curtained doorway; the bell above the door
i;nzled as she went out into the stormy street.

arby stood for a moment petrified with shame
and amazement. Then he started after her.
The pawnbroker had smiled in a sinister way at
the woman's words; now the smile faded, aund
with a stern, commanding faco he barred the
way.

“Sit down,” he said. *“That foolish girl led
you to roin once. Why should you follow her
again! Every woman woriks out her own dis-
grace or glory.”

Darby sank back again on the divan and bur-
ied bhis face in his hands. He thought how that
woman had looked that night when, mad with
love, she came to his rooms, how his own weak
and passionate nature had given way to the
temptation, then he remembered that he bad
tried to recover himself, he had loved a pure

young girl, but his wild ways were
agaiost him: she married a cold, persist-
ent, indomitable fellow whom he bhated

for his very nature; picture after picture and
face after face paseed before him. e forgot
the little room with its warmth and ecoler, and
the old keen-eyed pawnbroker with the purple
cap. All consciousness was resolved into mem-
ory—old friends, old bappiness, old——hnsh! and
the soft voice of the pawnbroker broke the
thread, the realties of 8 moment befors faded
into misty shades and disappearsd—be sawonly
the inscrutable, deep, glowing eyes of his com-
panion.

“You dream, sir,” said he, as iT again he bad
known what was passing in Darby's mind. *I
can bring back those dreams—1I. can make life
gweet again, make it glowing, passionate, real
and livable for you.”

“But I bhave nothing,” esiclalmed Darby.
‘*Why do you torture me with these vague prom-
iges!”

“*Ab, that is easily managed " zaid the pawn-
broker. *‘I ask bat little—nothing you have
any immediate use for only " and he
bent over Darby and whispered a word or two
in bis ear; the visitor started and looked into
the glowing eyes that were fixnid upon him.

‘*Here is this cabinet,” he said, pointing to the
heavy carven case beside the arm-chair, *‘it will
be in good companvy. You can live untrasmmeled
by troudiesome thouchts.”

Darby felt bis power of wolition and action
gradvally weaken: vague, pieasant thoughts
flitted across his mind.  His brain was drowsy;
a sharp spasm of will-pnergy shot across his
consciousness as if another's hand bhad, plunged
& pin into his body snd he had been 2 roused in-
voluntarily.

“All right,” he said, *‘it is a bargain.”

As the pawnbroker rose to hisfeetl) arby fell
into a deeper reverie that becamae '4 dream—a
series of dreams—in which were jjictured the
wild joys and pleasures of the rersewed exist-
ence promised him, the loves of beautiful
women. the compacionship of §:ay men, all the
oid reckless life came up befors bim more viv-
dly than we would cars to picture.

The lignts in the room Lad been gradually
turned down. The old man ¢ pened the myste~
rious eabinet and took frow, a little compart-
menta vial of peeuliarshape, rege:nbling a heart,
and a round euriously marj ed piece of metal;
the case when opened showye d a hundred or more
such little square eomps rgments, in each of
which stood a similarly st aped visl. The lichts
burned lower; the fire was. a mnss of black-baked
coals, from which a thin bilye flame occasionally
leaped up, butits subdued giow only iiluminated
the room sulliciently to she.w the tall form of the
pawnbroker moving hithe'; and thither, from the
motionless form on the divan to the table, back
and forth. At length he stopped, and taking up
the vial from the table restored 1t to the cabi-
pet. Hesat down in the arm-chair and appeared
to be wrapped in thought, Still Darvy slept on
without a motion or a sound. Finally the man
turned up the lights r.pain; the little room was
flooded with the tinte | light. Darby turned un-
easily under the giare, and in s few minutes
opened his eys. e lay for & minute and stared
about the room. ‘I he pawnbroker poicted to &
little pile of green.backs on the table, on top of
which lay the sma’l round piece of metal which
:o l'nd"uku from the cabinet. Darby rose to
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years. Every three months you ean, by brine-
ing me back that piece of metal receive a similar
sum, which is more than sufficient to make life
fulg of esse and pleasure. At the end of ten
y&rs you can have your soul back again,” he
smiled evilly, “provided yeu come forit. But
you must present the pledge in person. I re-
member,” he went on, with a demoniac pleasure
in the train of talk, *‘one fellow, whose time ex-

ired the night before he was banged. He sent
Ey one of the jailers asking me to return his
soul before it was too late. I was sorry not to
be able to accommodate him. He tried to say
something about me on the gallows, but his talk
was 80 wild that they slipped the cap over his
head and shut it off. Ten years may not seem
long to you, perhaps, but very few ever claim
their property again.” :

Darby was surprised at the eoolness with
which he received these cold-blooded words. He
picked up the bills, counted them over and
slipped the metal ticket into his pocket. A wild
delight at the ability to return to his old pleas-
ure filled bis breast; together with a feeling of
fiendish freedom from restraint—an exuitation
in the ability to live, to live as he wished, to
feed the passion dulled by poverty and want.
He threw off the cowed aspect that bad marked
bis disgrace. He looked a moment into the
glowing, exultant eyes of the pawnbkroker; then
his glance caught the flitting leer iu the brazen
faces of the andirons, and lingered for an instant
in the writhing smsakes of the Meduosa. He
turned and without a word tore aeide the cur-
tain and strode through the dim rubbish-piled
ghop. The pawnbroker called, **Good evening,”
after him in & mocking voice. The doorelashed
anpd the bell janegled behind bhim as he stepped
out into the storm. The storm still drove down
the deserted street, though with less fury
than before. Bat Darby did not mind it
He delighted in it. It seemed as if its
recklessness was the outward counterpart of his
inner freedom. He felt as if every ovil passion
were unchanged and longed for expression, and
be almost shouted as he fingered the money in
his pocket. He saw a policeman helf dozing in
an entry and he felta wild desire to kill him, he
knew pot why.

At length Darby turned into a sidestreet. In
most of the houses the curtains were drawn,
but he passed one with uncovered lighted win-
dows. A whim led him to stop and mount the
steps. Leaning far over be could just peep in.
In the back parlor a woman sat evidently read-
ing aloud to two children, one sittiog on her lap
the other at her feet on a little stool. The eager
expressive faces were turned inteatly toward
their mother. One of them started, possibiy
having seen bis face at the window, and when
the woman's faee was raised the lamplight fell
full upon it. *My God!” exclaimed Darby as he
drew back on the steps. “Elize! Strange I
shonld have bappened on her too. The two
women who made my life what it is.”

He ran down ths steps; hate, bitterness and
passion ones more filled his heart. If thiogs
bad been d:fferent she might have been his wife,
and those his children, He rushed on wildly,
driven by his own fleres thoughts. He ecursed
the man! who had robbed him of the only
woman he ever loved. For a moment the money
in his pocket was forgotten. Again he was an
outcast, penniless, wretched, the hopeless bearer
of a useless and degraded life. He folt the blood
rush flercely in bis veine, as the venomous and
passionate thoughts swarmed in his brain. A
sudden light fell acroes his eves and brought
him back from his bitter reveria to the con-
sciousness of his present surroundings. He was
just passing uoder a street lamp, and the narrow
circles of highted space was filied with whirling
flakes of snow that dashed across and out into
the darkness again. Darby heard footsteps
down the street: a man's form came into sight;
as he draw pear Darby saw his face, where the
light fell upon it, while his own was in a
sbadow. A suodden resolve, borne of his bitter
thoughts and evil passions, took possession of
bim. The wan passed him; as soon as he
passed the lsmp-post, Darby turned and ran
after him. -

**Oh, sir!” heferied, with half bowed head and
abject voice, !‘take pity on & homeless man,
Give me a littleNor a night's lodging!”

The man half etopped and looked sharply on
the shrinking fizare by his side. They were
out of range of the light; the snow fell fast; not
a sound to be heard or a person in sight; they
were alone in the midss of the storm and the
sight. The eri'iging form suddenly lifted itself
up.
p“l know you Mr. Howard Berkely, if you do
fail to recogniza me. 1 don’t want your money,”
eried Darby. ‘1 have plenty.” and he pulled
oat the roll of bills *nd shook them in the man’'s
face. “l wounld not touch your cursed money.
Do you suppose that eould pay for what yon
stole from me years ago! Yes, you stole fr—
stole it—" Darbv's voies rose in a sbriek above
the howliog of the wind. Elise's girlish love

for me! There is but onefRbing can pay me
pow—but one thing—" y

“Darby.” began the man m tone, ‘if
ever | —°

Likea flash Darby bad sy
bhis cintching flogers were

‘neck.

be looked

the strength of ten into his hands, They fell
together struggling to the ground and rolled
over and over on the pavement. Neither ut-
tered a sound. To and fro they writhed in
fierce encounter. A cheking, indescribable
throat-noise was barely audible for a moment.
Then Darby rose to a sitting posturs on the
body of his antagonist, with his hands still grip-
ing at the man's throat. The body under him
gradually ceased its struggles, and became limp
and lifeless. Darby dragged it across the side-
walk, down into the sheltered bazement doorway
under the steps of ope of The houses. He turn-
ed to go away, when asudden fierce impulse
seized him, and he whirled about, pulled a knife
from his pocket, dropved swiftly onto his knees
and plupged it agsin and again into the motion-
less body. Then he walked up the basement
steps and out into the storm again, with a wild
fesling of exultation in his heart; the last flick-
ering impulse for good seemed stifled
and ®very evil passion ran riot within him.
Schemes of wickedness flashed nnsought into
bis mind, and 1n an instant took definite shape;
his hands were ready for demoriac crimes,
seeking no end but the accomplishment of evil;
he reveled in these pictures of imagined malice
and Just. He felt in his pocket for the money
the pawnbroker had given him. It was safe,
but something was missing in the pocket—a
flash of remembrance! The metal pawn ticket
was gone! He stood a moment irresolute,
Then the horror of his situation came over him
—the helpless 10strument of his own malicious
and evil impulses! Wkhat was to become of
him? Was he to go unchecked from erime to
crime, to be dragged by his own evil propensi-
ties to prison and the gallows! His wildly re-
sponsive imagination pictured bimself upon the
fatal stand, the crowd of upturced faces, the
noose, then the black cap over his bead, the
choking rope about his neck, the falling down,
the borrible upward jerk of tbe taut rope—the
choking, smothering—oh! where was the ticket?
He had lost it—it must be found. He
must get back his soul onee more
He ran back through the storm. Perhaps
bhe had dropped it in the struggie. He crawled
on his bands and kvpees around the fatal spot—
back and forth, around and around—it was not
there, He crept down the basement steps. His
band touched the dead face as he felt about; it
was cold, and the snow that had blown in npon
it was not melted. As he explored the body his
bands came in contact with a soft, sticky sub-
stance; it was cougealed blood. He drew back
for a moment, but he thought he had felt some-
thiog hard, and he returned to the search. Yes,
at last! he drew the metal out of the hardening
pool of blood which bhad formed on the dead
man's breast.

Now that it was inhis possession once mors,
Darby did not besitate. Back bhe raced up the
street, around the corner and down toward the
pawn-broker's shop. He staggered panting
against the door. 1t was locked and the lights
were out. He rattled the door fiercely and
kicked it 1n angry haste. At length he sawa
glimmer of light through one of the frost-cov-
ered panes. The door opened and a voice asked
what was wanted.

“Never mind, let me in!” said Darby, and
pushed violently against it, but a shot-guard
ebain within held it firmly and ne couid push it
back no farther. This angered him.

“] want my soul back again,” he shouted,
“and I will have it.”

The pawn-broker iaughed scornfully.

“Back s0 soon? No, my friend, a bargain 1s a
bargain.”

With a strengththat he would not have been
eredited with, the man, in spite of Darby's ex-
ertions, pushed the door to and locked it. The
dim light witbhin faded and disappeared.

For a moment Darby was coufounded. Then
bis rage broke out in curses: be threw the metal
pawn-ticket flarcely at the closed door. It
strock a pilece of tin inserted in the place of a
broken glass and boupded back on the sidewalk,
The sound brought bim to his senses. He re-
alized that on the possession of the bit of metal
depended his hopes of a care-free, reckless life.
He groped about till he found it.

Further down the street he turned into a low
concert ealoon that was etill in tull blast. The
ticket-seller looked in surprise from Darby's
bedragpgled dress to the roil of bills which Le
pulled from his pocker, bot said nothing In
the main ball a showily dressed aud painted
woman was just beginniug & coarse song.

It might have been a week later, or perbaps
more, that the pawn-broker on opesing the door
of bis shop early one morning, found the figure
of a msn lying on the steps. He looked up and
down the street; no one wasin sight. He gently
shook the body; it was stiff and ecold, frozen

to death. The pawn broker deftly went

through the pockets; not a thing did he
fina of value, money, watch, every-
thing was gone, and yet the ran

was in evening dress. He tuorned the body over
to look at the face; it was haggard, and the
staring eyes were bloodshot; everything indieat-
ed that this was the result of a reckiess course
of persisient dissipation. A flash of ree-
ognition came across the pawnbroker's face as
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hand. He pried the fiogers open. It was =

metal disc, badly marked.

It is one of them, at any rate.” muttered the
pawnbroker, as he went in and locked the dooy
behind him. Passing on into the chamber is
the reer, he opened the great eabinet, took out a
vial, and closely observed the markings on one
gide of it

*The same,” he murmured. *“He ':ru so0
changed, though. '{hu was quick work!” And

esmiled to himself.

. He took the cork from the vial and placed it
jn a salveron the table. Instantly the room
grew dark. as if filled with a grey cloud; a flash
or two of light shot across the midst of the dark-
ness; a far-off dving wail seemed to come from
an infinite distanece: slowly the room grew light-
er, the pawnbroker sank back intothe easy
chair and gazed into the smoldering fire.

In front of the shop deor two policemen wers
bending over the dead body of a man in 3 dress-
suit.

i
Women in Utah.
Bt. Panl Daily Globe, .

The first uestion ssked by the stranger in
Salt Lake City is this, says a Salt Lake City
letter: “Do the Mormons still practice polyg-
amy!” They claim that they do not, but,their
asseverations are taken cum grano salis by the
gentiles there. The Edmunds bill disfranchises
women living in polygamy and fines the men
£300, with imprisonment for rix months. The
women are ‘‘allowed —compelled would be a
more appropriate term—‘''to lestify against
their husbands.” Despite this it is extremely
aificult to secure counvictions. A womsn is
called on the witness-stand, and a colloquy
something like this occurs:

“*Are you married!”

*I do not know, sir.”

“Is not the defendant your busband under
the Mormon lawi"

“] eannot say, sir.”

*Is this your child?"—showing an iufaot of
two or three months old.

“Yes, sir.”

**Who is the father?

“] cannet say, sir.”

This is no unesmmon occursnce, the attornys
tell me. And, after all, one can scarcely blame
the women for testifying thus if they believe in
the ‘“divine sanction of polygamy” as taught by
the church. No less celebrated a lawyer than
the late Jere S, Black has said: *“I'o compel hus-
band and wife to testify against each other ia to
change every rule of evidence; a contemptuous
deflance of the great principles which protecs
the sanctity of the family and lie at the basis of

civil society.”

SKpendthrifts at the Beach.
Atlantic City Letter in Philade!phia Times.

There are half a dozen younug men in Atlantis
City who are spending mouney as freely as
water. Their lives will probably polnt & moral
before the 1des of another summer. There are
maoy Philadelphians wbo recall the sunny ways
of Jimmy Henderson, who lived so lavishly
bere a year or 80 ago. His fine horses and open
purse were the property of every one to whom
be tock a fancy. There are many Wall-strees
men who remember the genial, wealthy George
Haddoo Palmer, who killed bhimself in a lonely
marsh. He had an office within a few yards of
the old stampiogground of Jay Gould
Palmer made a fortune, bhis customers
comprising some of New Yorx's great lawyers
and club men with speculative tendencies. Hig
proaperity led him to rapid badits. At times he
wouid disappear for a month and reappear in
rags. Personally one of the nattiest men of the
street, he was a sight to behold after one of his
disappearances. He would resume his fine man-
ners and courteous bLeariog, and everything
would be lovely for many months, He alwaye
eame to Atlantic City when these sprees seized
kim and spent a fortune bhere, and at the expira-
tion of one of them went home and killed m--
self. The statement is made as & warsioe to a
balf dozeu popular and wealthy young Phila-
delphtans who are here on the same road, seek-
ing its terminus as scon as possible. The bill
of a livery-stalle man against ooe of them for
last week's driviog amounted to over $300.

_—— ——el——
A Succesaful Way to Pat I,
Harver's Bazar.

*No, Mr. Emith,” she said gently but firmly,
] can never be your wife. "

Theo be struggled to his feet and said, in
broken toues: “Are all mv hopes 10 be thus
dashed to pieces! Am [ never to be known as
the husband of the beautiful Mrs. Smith!”

This was too much for the girl, and she sue-
cumbed.

e —
It May Come to This,

Youth—T've got some poetry here I'd like te
bave you look over.
"&mm—' Yes, sir. Have you cot your license
yeul. _
YOII.F" license? i

""a—%:




